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more impervious to the rays of the sun ; and how 
delightful is the shade afforded by the lt umbrage- 
ous multitude of leaves how delightful the still- 
ness, the peace which nature breathes ! how soft 
and sweet the sounds of the 

“ Ring-dove’s plaint, 

Moan’d from the twilight centre of the grove, 

While every other woodland lay is mute, 

Save when the wren flits from her down coved nest, 
And from the root-sprigs trills her ditty clear,— 

The grasshopper’s oft pausing chirp- the buzz 

Angrily shrill of moss-entangled bee 

That soon as loos’d, booms with full twang away.” 

The advancing year has deprived us of many of 
the flowers of the preceding month, but a new ge- 
neration has sprung up to supply their places. 
The beautiful willow herb ( Epilobium hirsutum), 
with its crimson blossoms, adorns the margins of 
the streams, growing up and towering above the 
rushes and yellow Water Iris, (Iris pseudacoros \) 
while reposing upon the bosom of the water we see 
that most elegant of flowers the white Water Lily, 
(Nymph cea alba,) beautiful when first budding 
among its floating leaves, and still more lovely 
when its snowy petals are half expanded or fully 
opened to the sun, 

" O ! beautiful thou art, 

Thou sculpture-like and stately river queen. 
Crowning the depths as with the light serene 
Cf a pure heart ! 
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“ Bright lily of the wave ! 

Rising in fearless grace with every swell. 

Thou seem’st as if a spirit meekly brave 
Dwelt in thy cell.” 

Although the hedge rows have been bereaved of 
their clusters of blossoming May, they are still 
attractive with the wreaths and showy white cups 
of the great Bindweed, ( Convolvulus sepium,) and 
with the feathery garlands of the Clematis or Vir- 
gin’s bower. Beneath these gay festoons perchance 
the Foxglove hangs i f s spotted bells, and the tall 
Mullein shoots up its yellow lance ; there too, the 
yellow and white Bedstraws bend their weak forms 
as if sinking beneath the weight of their myriads 
of fairy blossoms, and there hang the low weeping 
flowers of the Enchanter’s Nightshade, ( Circoea 
lutetiana ,) accompanied by the spreading panicles 
of the Bellflower ( Campanula patula ,) and 

“ The lovely flowers that deck the earth, how elo- 
quent are they ! 

What lessons to the human heart they smilingly con- 
vey; 

And yet how prone are we to pass their pure moni- 
tions by. 

Gazing with listlessness of heart and unobservant 
eye! 

“To childhood are they not as hopes, which fascinate 
the mind, 

And lead the footsteps gaily on with purpose ever 
kind ? 
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